CHAPTER VIII
sitting eating egg sandwiches on Box Hill with a
trim-moustached little vacuum-cleaner salesman. By my
side lay two large bunches of violets.
As soon as I left the infirmary I had returned to
my old life as if nothing had happened. I visited the
Soho pubs. Their inmates, who had been distant and
evasive when I was seeking sympathy, had recovered
their casual friendliness, I met Freddie and he gave me
a cheque for sk pounds* I got a job canvassing for*
vacuum-cleaners, with Redhill as my territory.
I felt tired and peaceful I didn't do much can-
vassing, and the salesman who was working with me
seemed in the mood to play truant too. We used to
choose for our calls streets that were on the very out-
skirts of the towns, and work our way out from th$m
into the country. I birdWested or picked flowers, or
simply wandered aimlessly with my companion up the
twisting lanes.
The day of the picnic on Box Hill I began to feel
a sharp pain in my chest. It got worse in the after-
noon, and next morning I was too ill to get up. The
doctor came and discovered that as a result of tiredness
and underfeeding and cold I had pleurisy. 'Toor girl*
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